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Foreflow no longer, make we hence amaine. Exeunt 

Excurjions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich. Now C////wvaU haue Angled thee alone, 

Suppofe this arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 

And chits for Rutland, both bound to reuengc, 

Wer’c thou inuiton’d with aBrazen wall. 

Clif, Now Richard,! am with thee hecre alone* 

I This is the hand that ftabb’d thy Father Yorke, 

And this the hand,that flew thy Brother Rutland, 

And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their death. 

And cheeres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy felfe. 

And fo haue 3t thee. 

They Fight JVarwicke comes , Clifford flies. 

Rich. Nay Warwicke,Angle out iomc other Chace, 

; For I my felfe will hunt this Wolfe to death. Exeunt. 

.Alarum. Enter King Henry alone. 

Hen. This battell fares like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 
Whit time the Shepheard blowing of his nailcs. 

Can neither call it pcrfedl day, nor night. 

Now fw;yss it this way, like a Mighty Sea, 

Forc’d by the Tide, to combat with the Winde: 

Now fwayes it thac way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 

Forc’d to retyre by furic of the Winde. 

Sometime, the Flood preuailes; and than the Winde: 
Now,one the better: *hen,another beft 
Both tugging to be Viftors, breft to brefl: 

Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 

So is the cquill poife of this fell Warre. 
j Heere on this Mole-hill will I At me downe, 

I To whom God will.therebethe Vi&orie: 
j For (JW.trgaret my Queenc,and Clifford too 
[ Haue chid me from the Battell: Swearing both, 
j They profper beft of all when I am thence. 

Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo; 

For what is in this world, but Greefe 3nd Woe. 

Oh God! me thinkes it were a happy life, 

I To be no better then & homely Swaine, 

J To At vpon a hill, as I do now, 
j To came outDialls queintly,point by point, 
j Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne: 

I How many makes the Houre full complcate, 

I How many H oures brings about the Day, 

How many Dayes will finifli vp the Yearc, 
j How many Yeares,a Mortall man may liuc. 

Whenthisis knowne,then to diuidethe Times: 

So many Houres, rnuft I tend my Flocke j 
So many Houres, muft I take my Reft: 

So many Houres, mufti Contemplate: 

So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe: 

So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene withyong:- 
So many weekes, ere the pooteFooles will Eane: 

So many yeares, ere I fliall Jhcere the Fleece: 

So Minutes,Houres,Daycs,Monthes,and Yeares, 

Part ouer to the end they were created, 

Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. 

Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? 
Giues not the Hawthorne bufh a fweetcr fhade 
To Shepheards. looking on their Ally Sheepc, 

I Then doth a rich Imbroider’d Canopic 
I To Kings, that fcare their Subiedts treacherie ? 

J Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. 

{And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


His cold thinne.drinkc out of his Leather B F 
His wonted fleepe, vnder a frefh trees fliade^ ** 
All which fecure, and fwcetly he enioyes * 

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicatcs: 1 1 
His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His bodie couched in a curious bed. 

When Care, Miflruft, and Treafon waits on h' 


Alarum. Enter a Sonne that hath kill'd hi p 

one doore : and a Father that hath kill'd hu 

tberdoore. 


Son. Ill blowcs the winde that profits nob 
This man whom hand to hand I flew in fip| lt 0 « 
May be poflefled with fomc ftore of Crownes 

And I that (haply) take them from him now * 

May yet (ere night) yeeld both my Life and them 
To Iomc man elfc, as this dead man doth me ^ 

Who’s this? Oh God! It is my Fathers face 
Whom in this Confli<ft,I (vnwares)hauekill’d • 

Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents. 

From London, by the King was I preft forth 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickesman 
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by his Mafter 
And I, who at his hands recciu’d my life 
Haue by my hands,of Life bereaued him. 

Pardon me God, I knew not what I did: 

And pardon Father, for I knew not thee. 

My Tearcs fliall wipe away thefe bloody markjs: 
And no more words, till they haue flow’d their fill 
King. OpitteousfpetfacleJ O bloody Times!* 
Whiles Lyons Warre.and battaile for their Dcnnes 
Poore harmleflc Lambes abide their enmity. 

Weepe wretched man: He ayde theeTeare for Teare 
And let our hearts and eyes,like Ciuill Warre 1 
Be blinde with teares,and break ore-charg’d with griefe 
Enter Fatherficartng of his Sonne. 6 

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath reflfted me, 

Giue me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold: 

For I haue bought it with an hundred blowei. 

Butler me fee: Is this our Foe-mans face? 
AhjnOjnOjno, it is mine oncly Sonne. 

Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Threw vp thine eye : fee,fee,what fhowres arife, 
Blownewith the windieTempeftofmy heart, 

Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heart, 

O pitty God,this miferable Age! 

What Stragemsf how fell? how Butcherly? 
Errconeous, mutinous, and vnnaturall. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget l 
O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone, 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King. Wo aboue wo:greefc,more the common greefe 
O that my death would flay thefe ruthfull deeds: 

O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty; 

The Red Rofe and the White arc on his face, 

The fatall Colours of our ftriuing Houfes: 

The one, his purple Blood right well rcfembles, 

The other his pale Cheekes (me thinkes)prefenteth: 
Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourilh: 

Ifyou contend, a thoufand liucs muft wither. 

Son. How will my Mother,for a Fathers death 
Take on with me, and ne’re be fatisfi'd ? 

Fa. How will my Wife,forfla tighter of my Sonne, 
Shed feas of Teares, and ne’re be fatisfi’d ? 

King.Hovf will the Country,for thefe vvofu! chance! 
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The third Tart of King Henry theSixt, 



-—rTTYl rhf* Kin<\ and not belacistied ? 

^“was euer lonne, fo rew’d a Fathers death ? 

So \ yjM euer Father fo bemoan’d his Sonne ? 
rAt Was euer King fo greeu’d for Subiccls woe ?j 
, % yo ur forrow; Minc.cen times fo much. 

M ucb lie beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
S °\ Thefe armes of minofliail be thy winding ihcet: 

t Ffvveet Boy) (haftbe thy Sepulcher, 

5om my heart, thine Image ne’rc (hall go. 

?Lhin» breft, (ball bfcthy Wnewll bell; 

ft^obfrq 

* for the lode of thec,hauing no more, 
f° Pri40 was for all his Valiant Sonnes, 

Lr c the* hence,and let them fight that will, 

Ile \ lul3C murthcrcd where! (bould not kill. Exit 

tttn Sad-hearted-mctti much oiiergone with Care; 
Hcerc fo* King, more wofull then you are. 

Alarms . Excurfions. Enter the ffhicenjhe 


pritt. FIyFather,flye : for alt your Friends defied. 

Ami Warwicke rages like a chafed Bull: 

Awav/or death doth Hold vs mpurfime. 

Mount you my Lord, towards Barwkfccpoft a- 
maine; 

Ihurl and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 

Hauiii? the fearful! flying Hare in fight, 

With fiery eyes,fparkling for very wrath. 

And bloody fleele gralpt in their yrcfull hands 
Arc3tourbackes>and therefore hence amaine. 

g Xi t, Away: for vengeance comes along witb them. 
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make fpeed, 

Orcirecome after, lie away before. 

Hen. Nay take me with thee,good fweet Exeter: 

Not that I fcare to flay, but loue to go 

Whether the Qneene intends. Forward,away # * Exeunt 


tsf lowdalarum. Enter Clifford Wounded* 


Clif. Heere burnes my Candle out; I,heere it dies. 
Which whiles it lafled, gaue King Henry light. 

0 LancaflerJ I feare thy ouerthrow, 

More then my Bodies parting with my Soule: 

My Loue and Feare, glew’J many Friends to thee, 
Andnow I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts. 
Impairing Henry, ArcngtiVning miiproud Yorke ; 

And whether flye the Gnats, but to the Sunne ? 

And who (bines now, but Henries Enemies ? 

0Phoebus! bad^ thou ncucrgiuen confent. 

Phaeton (bould checke thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch’d the earth. 
Andi/wy, had’fl thou fway’d as Kings (bould do. 

Or as thy Fatherland his Father did, 

Giuingno ground vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

They neuer then had fprung like Sommer Flyes: 

I, and ten thoufand in this Iucklcfle Realme, 

Hcd left no mourning VViddowes for our death. 

And thou this dayjhad’fl kept thy Chairc in peace. 

For what doth cherrifh W eeds,but gentle ay re? 

And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootle{Tcareplaints>and Curelefle are my Wounds : 
No way to flye, nor ftrength to hold out flight: 
TheFocismercilefle, and will not pi tty : 
or their hands I haue deferuM no pitty* 

The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 



And much eftule of blood, doth make me faint: 

Come Yorke ^nd Richerdfrkr&telfe^n d the reft, 

I ftab’d your Fathers bofoihes; Split my breft. 

ALrv.tr, & Retrtet. £nhf Edward W'arxvkke,,Richard, and 
■ Soldiers > AApnhrtie.& Clarence. 
fi/.Now brtath wc Lords,good fortune bids rspaufe. 
And fmooth chcfrownes of Vv'tr,with peacefal] lookes ; 
SomeTroopcspurlue the bloody-minded, (^uccne, 

That led calme Henry ^thpugh he were i King; 

As doth a Saile, fill’d wkh a fretting Gqft 
Command an Argofieto frenViriCiiie Wadrfs. 

But thinke you(Lords)tha: Cfrflfordfled with them? 

War. No, ’tis impbfsible lie (bould efcape: 

(For though before his face I fpeake the words) 

Your Brother Richard markt him for the Graue. 

And wherefoerehe is, bee’s jurely dead. Cliffordgrones 

Jf/fi&.Whofe.foule is that which cakes hir heauy ieauc? 
A deadly gtone, like life and deaths departing. 
Seew’hoitis. 

Ed. Andnow the Battaiie^ended. 

If Friend *br F6e, let him be gently vfrd. 

Rich. Reuoke that doome ofrndrcyfoi: ’cii Chfford 9 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when hisieatics pue forth, 

But fet his murth’ring knife vnto the Roote, 

From whence th^c tender fpray. did fwectly fpring, 

I meane our Princely Fdthcr,D'ukc - pf'Yorke. 

SVar. From off the gates ofYorke, fetch down^h^ad. 
Your Fathers head,whic.h Clifford placed there; 

In (lead whereof,let this fupply thcroomc, 

Meafure for meafure, muft be anfwcred. 

Ed .Bring forth that fatallSchreechowle to our houfe, 
That nothing fungbut death, to vs and ours : 

Now death (ball ftop his difmall threatning found, % 

And his ill-boading t6ngue a no more (ball fpeake* 

War. I thinke is vnderftanding is bereft: 

Speake Clifford, doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 
Darke cloudy death ore-fhadcs his bcames of life. 

And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay. 

Rich. O would he did, and fo (pcrhaps)hc doth, 

’Tis but his policy to counterfet, f 
Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter tailnts 
Which in the time of death he gaue our Father, 

CL If fo thou think ft, 

Vex him with eager Words, 

Rich. Clijford^fkc mercy,and obtaine no grace. 

Ed. C/iff'ordjcpent in bootleflepeniteHce. 

War. Clifford , deuife excufes for thy faults. 

Cla. While we deuife fell Tortures for thy faults.’ | 
Rich. Thou didd’ft loue Yorkc.and 1 am (on to Yorke. | 
Edw. Thou pittied’ft RiitIand,I will pitty thee; 

Cla , Where’s Captaine Olfargaret } io femce you now ? j 
War. They mockc thee Chford, I 

Sweare as thou was’r wont. 

Ric. What,not an Oath? Nay then the world go’sbard 
When Clifford cannot fpare hisFriends an^^oa;h : 

I know by that he’s deadend by my Soule, 

If this right hand would buy two houres life. 

That I(ih all defpight) might rayle ac him, . 

This hand (bould chop it off: & with the ifiuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine,whoie vnftanched thirft 
Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfic 

War. I, but he’s dead. Of with the Traitors head. 

And reare it in die place your Fathers Rands. 

And now to London with Triumphant march, 

_ p 3 There/ 









































































